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Summary: How Morticia and Gomez met. Like my previous fanficiton, mix 
of 1960s tv show and 1990s films and brief appearence by one musical 
character. I think of most characters as that of the film, although 
ages and extra characters are a mix of tv show and film. Disclaimer: 
i don't own the Addams Family or any of its adaptions. However, I do 
own the story 1 am about to tell. 


1 . Arranged, Estranged, and Broke 

Eighteen year old Morticia Frump was a different child. She was 
beautiful and the outcast in certain parts of her family. Her 
nineteen year old sister, Ophelia, was not as dark as she was and 
Morticia 's father had died two years ago. Morticia had brown eyes, 
she was tall. Five foot seven and gorgeous. She had the most perfect 
figure. She wore nothing but black and her outfits were always long 
sleeved, low cut but in a elegant way. Her dresses were also tight 
and usually extended down to her knees. In that case, she would wear 
black tights with it. She would also wear black tights with her rare 
style of dress which was short in the front, long in the back. Her 
shoes were heeled combat boots and her lips were red wine. Her black 
hair, she either wore down or in two braids. Their mother was a 
witch, not evil. But an actual, certified witch. And Morticia's 
father was the only man just like her, who ever accepted 
her . 

Ophelia wore extremely light, feminine colors. Usually, yellow, pink 
or white. She was Morticia's height and had blue eyes and blonde 
hair. Her dresses were always short and a little low-cut but had no 
specific sleeve-length. She always wore high heels to match her 
outfits . 

Morticia sat in the living room on the chair across from the couch 
reading Edgar Allan-Poe's _"Murders in the Rue Morgue"_. She read up 
to page eleven and took a break to cut out some paper dolls as she 
often did. One of them, most commonly the middle always came out with 
two heads, three legs, etc. And just as she unfolded them after at 



least an hour of cutting, the middle one had four heads and three 
legs. Now, what was she going to do with it? Ophelia walked up to her 
from her bedroom. "What on earth is that?" Ophelia asked. 

"My dolls." Morticia answered. She sighed. "The middle one's been 
coming out that way. Ophelia? When did mA;ma say that she would be 
home? " 

"I think at... 12:00. Why?" Ophelia asked. 

"We have to visit father at the cemetary today." Morticia informed 
her . 

"Oh, about that. Mother's taking us for lunch today so we'll have to 
do that next week." Ophelia said nonchalantly. 

"I see. We haven't visited him in a long time. Don't you think he 
misses us?" Morticia asked. 

"Morticia, he can't sense your precence." Ophelia often found her 
sister completely irrational, thinking spirits could sense her. Or 
when she would converse with them. . . she even wanted to have her 
commited once but her mother had forbid it . 

"Yes he can. Where is mA;ma taking us?" Morticia, even when 
disagreeing was calm, collected and professional. Although she was 
very dark, she found that there was a way to speak her mind without 
becoming angry, violent or hyper. 

"The Rose Garden." Ophelia replied. 

"Are all of the lights on?" Morticia hated light restaurants but 
would not complain. Her mother had been terribly depressed ever since 
Charles, her father passed two years ago. Ever since, she had been 
trying to fix Ophelia up with a man. She loved Morticia dearly but 
she knew no one would stand her lion and despite her beauty would run 
in fear once they got to know everything about her. Morticia was not 
evil. But she enjoyed torture and conversed with spirits and majored 
in witchcraft. She had private tutors for college and graduated 
early . 

Their mother, Esmeralda Erump had come home from work early. She 
never used to work but after her husband's death, she became a palm 
reader at a local tea room. "I'm home!" She announced as she walked 
into the living room and hugged her daughters. "Alright, are you 
ready? We leave now." Esmeralda was nearly fifty and had long, light 
brown hair almost down to her bottom. It was often in two, loose 
braids over her shoulders. She wore dark colored rags with fingerless 
lace or fishnet gloves and brown or black boots with stripped 
stockings. And often, she would wear black, gotic and feathery 
hats . 

"Yes, mA;ma." Morticia was always closer to her parents than Ophelia, 
mostly her father. Ophelia was very estranged from her father and her 
mother she was close with, but not extremely. However everyone else 
in the Erump family was closer to Ophelia. So now, all Morticia had 
left was Esmeralda. "Mother, you know that if this to much I could 
work, right?" 


"Yes, yes, dear. But I'm fine, really. You did enough for me after 



your father died." It was not a lie. Morticia had helped a great deal 
after Charles passed. And Esmeralda had always felt in debt to her 
for that. However, she was not doing well. Work was constantly 
demanding her. She was the best palm reader they had. But she had 
little time to eat or sleep. Morticia usually cleaned up the house 
and if Ophelia felt up to it, she would cook. But when she did, it 
was often a microwaved _"Lean Cuisine" _and it was dreadful. She did 
occasionally cook regular, everyday foods such as hotdogs or pizza 
but Morticia and her mother were different people and never cared for 
it. However Morticia would thank her, tell her the meal was marvelous 
and after she sprinkled cyanide on it, it did not taste as bad. And 
Morticia often cooked octopus or fried eye of newt. Esmeralda missed 
cooking. But she haden't the time for it. 

"Mother, " Ophelia became rather serious. "We **don't **have to work, 
right? I haven't even finished college." 

"No, no. Everything's, going to be just fine." With those words, they 
hopped into their car and drove to an extremely fancy restaurant that 
was bright with extreme floral patterns and designs. However that was 
not Morticia' s concern. 

"Mother, " Morticia began as Ophelia excitedly walked in. "Are you 
sure that we can afford this?" 

"Yes, " Esmeralda assured her. "I'm posotive." 

They all walked to their table and the young waiter eyed Ophelia as 
if to ask for her number later. Howver, he looked at the pair next to 
her and had to do a double take. One was mysteriously enchanting. And 
one... looked like a witch. "Her are your menues. Would you care for 
anything to drink?" 

"May I please have an iced tea?" Ophelia asked. 

Morticia did not see anything appealing, so she decided on water. 

"Oh, no." Her mother said. "Here, darling. She'll take a _Bloody 
Mary_. " 

"**MA;ma**." Morticia scolded. She was only eighteen years of 
age . 

"It's a special occasion. I'll have the same please." Esmeralda told 
the waiter. He exited. 

"MA;ma, **what **is the occasion?" Morticia asked her 
mother . 

"Well..." Esmeralda began. "Ophelia, your getting 
married . " 

" * *Really* * ? " Ophelia was estatic. 

"To Gomez Addams . He's the richest man in New York." Esmeralda 
informed them. 

"**New York**?" Morticia was shocked. "But, mother. We live in 
Denver . " 

"I know. Ophelia, you'll get married and-" 



"Wait, you're moving **in**?" Ophelia asked. 

"Well, dear. If you don't want that, could you just loan us some 
money? This is why I'm marrying you to this man." Esmeralda was not 
one to yell at her daughters however at times, her temper could run 
away with her. 

"Fine. A thousand dollars. But if I have to marry this man for his 
money, I intend to **get **his money." Ophelia said. 

"MA;ma, " Morticia started. "Are you sure arranged marraige is the 
best option. I know we're in a rough position, but shouldn't Ophelia 
be able to choose her future?" 

"No, Morticia." Ophelia said. "If I choose my future? What are the 
chances that I'll strike gold?" 

"But, Ophelia? To marry for money?" Morticia believed marraige should 
be for one reason and one reason only. Love. 

"Morticia, try to understand. In any event, it isn't you who is 
getting married. This your sister's wedding, not yours." Esmeralda 
said . 

"But, mA;ma-" They're drinks came. 

"Enough, Morticia. This is **my **choice. And besides? Who is it 
hurting?" Ophelia cut her off. Ophelia and her mother spoke for the 
rest of dinner. And Morticia barely heard a word. They had gone home 
and begun to pack. Morticia slipped into her black silk nightgown and 
lied in her bed next to her pet lion, Kitty Cat who sat on the floor 
next to her. 

"Don't worry, Kitty." Morticia said. "We'll take you with us." 


2. All Through the Eulogy 

Eighteen year old Gomez Addams sat miserably on the stone bench in 
his graveyard. Gomez had a mustache but it was no busy. It was more 
like two black lines that looked awesome and complemented everything. 
He also had black hair and dark brown, almost black eyes. He had a 
dark an unusual style. He would wear outfits that looked almost like 
a dark, sexy Castilian swordfighter or bullfighter. On special days, 
he would wear navy blue stripped suits. To think, his parents would 
marry him off to someone he had never even met! Let alone marry him 
off at all! He hated every part of it. He hoped, at least, that she 
was like him. Or at bare minimum, accepted him. Sure, he was 
considered a bit of a... player. But he never really loved any of 
them. And he would willingly give up that lifestyle for love. He 
still remembered Flora and Fauna Amor. The Siamese twins that he 
swooned out of foolish pride. It drove his brother off. _But, here is 
my payback. _he thought. _Now, old boy... you've forced mother and 
father to marry the younger brother off._ Well, he figured he 
deserved it. He deserved everything he got, he told himself. The good 
and the bad. He had completely thrown himself under the bus ever 
since Fester. 


"Gomez!" His mother, Alvina called. Alvina had dark brown hair down 



to her hips that was curly. She also had dark, almost black eyes and 
wore dark colored, long and simple dresses. When he did not come. His 
father, Keneth came out to get him. Keneth had black hair and 
green-brown eyes. He was Gomez's height and his mother was short. 
Although Gomez was six foot two. Alvina was fourty seven, three years 
younger than her husband. Keneth wore dark green suits. He sat on the 
bench next to his son. 

"Son, what's the matter?" Keneth asked. 

"Father, why do you insist I marry a girl I've never met? And a whole 
year older than I am!" Gomez asked. 

"It would have been your brother..." Keneth ' s voice trailed 
of f . 

"Please don't bring Fester into this. I don't want you to talk to me 
about it again." Gomez said. 

"Gomez, it wasn't your fault. It was Fester's decision to leave. He 
had some problems-" Keneth was cut off. 

"Nothing was wrong with my brother!" Gomez shouted. 

"Okay..." Keneth put a hand on his son's knee. "Okay. But this girl 
is very nice. Her mother called and told me all about her. She's 
beautiful. And you'll even have a sister-in-law. But unf ortunat ley , 
she doesn't think her sister will appeal to you. She's very beautiful 
but a bit . . . odd . " 

"Wonderful, " Gomez said sarcast ically . "just wonderful. I'll have a 
wife I'll barely get a chance to know, and a sister-in-law that I 
won't even like." 

"Well, son. Regardless of what you want, you have to go through with 

it . " 

"I know." Gomez said. He tried to remain excited. "Hey, maybe my 
fiance can relate to me." 

"Maybe. But right now, you have to help plan your cousin's funeral." 
Keneth led Gomez into the living room with Alvina, and they began to 
plan . 

The funeral was in full swing. Every Addams was having a marvelous 
time crying, greiving and talking to eachother. One of the best 
funerals the Addamses had had in a very long time. Gomez was standing 
by Balthazar's tomb when a taxi pulled up. 

Morticia looked out the taxi window at the funeral. She loved 
funerals and weddings, weddings because everyone always cried. And 
funerals because death was a beautiful thing. Not to be feared or 
conquered. Just to come. She stepped out of the taxi with her mother 
and sister. And Ophelia recieved disgusted looks... not because she 
was wearing white but because... no one had told the Frumps it was a 
funeral she would meet Gomez at. 

They walked on. They split up. Ophelia was to look for Gomez, 
although she had no idea what he looked like. Morticia was to hang 
around by the tombstones and Esmeralda would look for Alvina and 



Keneth. It was time for the eulogy. Everybody at down and Morticia 
was at the opposite end of the room from a man. A handsome man she 
could not take her eyes off of. 

Gomez was sitting at the opposite end of the room from a mysterious, 
enchanting young woman. He stared at her eyes, her hair, her geogeous 
figure. He had hoped to God that she was who he was to marry. The 
eulogy ended and Morticia had gone to resume her conversation with 
the sprits. It began to rain. Morticia was wearing her black hooded 
cape and she loved the rain. Especially lightening, which she hoped 
she would see soon. Considering there were trees around. 

Gomez came up behind her and she did not notice him. He watched her, 

she seemed to be involved in deep conversation. "Pardon 

me?" 


Morticia was, for the first time in her life, startled. "Oh, hello." 
It was the man she had stared at all through the eulogy. 

"I'm sorry. I didn't mean to startle you." He said. 

"No, it's quite alright." At that instant, something changed in 
Morticia. Her heart seemed to beat a little faster. She seemed to 
feel something. She had felt love before but never like this. This 
was... different. 

Gomez looked at her. He felt as though he had completelt changed. He, 
true had loved before but never like this. He had never loved a woman 
the way he loved her. Had never looked at someone this way. Had never 
had his heart beat with such a feirce, passionate fire. He was 
completely consumed by this woman he had only known for two minutes. 
She was everything he had unknowingly been searching for. Everything 
he ever wanted, needed. She was his goal in life, to make her happy, 
to kiss her, to... he now realized exactally how long he had been 
staring at her. 

"I noticed you staring at me... during the eulogy." Morticia looked 
at him, awaiting his next move and began to speak. "Don't be 
embarassed. I do admit that I couldn't stop staring at you 
either . " 

"I don't know who could keep from staring at you... forgive me but, 
you are the most enchanting woman I have ever and will ever lay my 
eyes upon." With this, Gomez kissed her hand. 

"And I must say... I was staring at you for equal reasons. I don't 
believe I've ever been so captivated by someone." Morticia said. "I'm 
Morticia, Morticia E rump . " 

Gomez looked at her. Erump, the last name sounded familiar. "May I 
call you Tish?" 

Morticia smiled. The name sounded like it... fit her. "Of course, 
it's beautiful." 

"Well then, beautiful Tish. My name is Gomez. Gomez Addams . " 


3. Don't Torture Yourself 



At that moment, a light... a giant, red warning light along with 
eighty thousand stop signs flashed in Morticia's head. _Addams, _she 
thought. _Why did it have to be Addams?_ 

"Would you like me to show you something?" Gomez extended his hand, 
praying she would take it. 

"Oh..." Morticia was not one to let personal desire get the best of 
her. However this man she found herself unable to reject, unable to 
refuse. "Yes, that would be lovely." 

And Gomez began to show her the cave, the swamp was her favorite so 
far. He then showed her a black gazebo far, far in the back. And he 
showed her his personal favorite, the stone bench. Directly in the 
middle of the graveyard. No one was anywhere near the middle right 
now. The family was near the house, all mingling, greiving, talking 
about Balthazar or the weather. The stA^ne bench soon became 
Morticia's favorite as well. It was so... hard and cold. Lonely yet 
surrounded by silent company. 

"Tish, would you tell me about yourself?" Gomez was anxious to know 
about her. 

"Of course." Morticia, although she did not let it show, had many 
mixed emotions. "I'm eighteen. My father passed two years ago. So my 
mother became a palm reader at a local tea room. It's taken a 
terrible strain on her. I offered to work but she refuses. We're 
getting by, but I am worried about her. I graduated college early, I 
had private tutors in spells and hexes, overall witchcraft. I often 
converse with spirits. But for some strange reason, I can never seem 
to get in touch with my father. I just hope he knows I visit him and 
I still love him. I miss him. And I often cut out paper dolls, but 
one of them always come out wrong." 

"Wrong?" Gomez asked. 

"Two heads, three legs, exedra." Morticia responded. 

"I think it's rather fascinating." Gomez told her. 

"Thank you." Morticia smiled. "Tell me about yourself." 

"I'm eighteen." Gomez began. "When is your birthday?" 

"December eleventh." 

"October first." Gomez was happy that she was two months younger. He 
had had enough older women putting a strain on him. "I love to play 
with my model trains when I need to ease my mind. I went to lawschool 
and I absolutely love to sword fight. My older brother left the 
family two years ago... because of me." 

"How so?" Morticia asked. 

"Two years ago... we were at a party. He was dashing, could have any 
woman he wanted. I was insanly jealous. We met the Amor twins, and we 
danced with them. They are Siamese twins, a curcial detail. And I 
wooed them. Both of them, out of foolish pride. But I did not mean to 
drive him off. I loved my brother." Gomez had never poured out all of 
his feelings to anyone. Not even his own parents. 



Morticia could not believe it. She knew everyone was entitled to 
mistakes. And on the contrary, she did not think less of him for it. 
She respected his honesty. It took a high amount of courage to admit 
you were wrong. And she could sense he had beat himself up about it 
for a long time. "Don't torture yourself, Gomez. That's a wife's 
job . " 

Gomez smiled at this. "Oh, Tish..." Just then, music began to play 
and it was tango music. Balthazar always was the lively one. He 
extended his hand. "Have you ever tangoed?" 

Morticia shook her head. "No one to tango with." 

"There are lots of men in the world." 

"I've waited a while for the right one." She took his hand. "I'll 
try." And so they danced. By the stone bench, in the graveyard. They 
tangoed. And although Morticia had never attempted the sensual, 
lively dance, she did it as if she had done it all her life. Gomez 
was in shock. He was amazed and at one point, had to keep up with 
her. It was a violent war and a serene night out all in one. He then 
decided on another nickname he would soon call her. It was Italian. 

It fit her perfectly. She was dark, elegant, beautiful, talented, 
compassionate, lively, proffesional yet the most fun person he had 
ever met, **perfect**. The nickname, was cara mia. 

After the song, they sat back down on the bench. "Tish? You said you 
had never done that before?" 

"Yes." Morticia replied. She thought she had pulled it off rather 
nicely, however Gomez knew more about the dance than she did. 

"That was absolutely beautiful! It was wonderful, at one piont, I 
stuggled to keep up with you." Gomez told her. He noticed how easily 
she had control over him. And if realized it, and he could sense she 
was beggining to, she was not using that power for evil or good. But 
he hoped, in the future, she would use it for fun. And he then looked 
into her deep, brown eyes. He saw everything he wanted in a woman. He 
did not see as an ordinary man. He did not see someone who would cook 
and clean and dote on him. He saw passion, darkness and he completely 
desired her, worshipped the dirt road she walked on. He got off the 
bench and got down on his knee. He was ready. Frump was the last name 
of the woman he was to marry. This woman **was **his destiney, his 
future. He had no ring, he wanted to buy one that would scream 
_Morticia_. So, he took her hand. "Tish, from the moment I first laid 
eyes on your magnificent beauty, I was completely enraptured and 
enchanted. I knew that you were the only woman I ever wanted to lay 
my eyes on and go to sleep with every night, just to wake up next to 
every morning. You are my future. My enchanting, crature of the 
night... I worship, I adore you. Whatever you desire, it is yours. I 
want to share your hopes, dreams, darkest nightmares, darkest 
desires. The only goal of mine, is to kiss those beautiful, red lips. 
To stroke your hair as black as the night. To feel those hands on my 
cheek and kiss them. To look into those eyes and see my universe, my 
life, my death. And to make you the happiest woman to ever walk this 
earth. For wonderful, passionate days, for endless nights. Cara 
mia... you are all I need. So, I ask you now, Morticia Frump... will 
you do me the honor, and accompany me unto and even after death, by 
being my wife?" 



4 . The Wrong Daughter 


Morticia was speechless. How badly she wanted to say yes. How badly 
she desired him, how badly she despised arranged marraige. How badly 
she would do whatever it took to have a life with him. And she 
decided it was time for a nickname. "Mon cher..." Gomez kissed her 
hand. "Your..." she became teary eyed. "You don't know how badly I 
want to say yes. I love you with every ounce of my being... but, your 
betrothed... is my sister." 

Gomez was in shock. And then he remembered. The woman he was to marry 
was older. And Morticia, was two months younger. "**Your 
sister? " * * 


Phelim "Yes, darling." Morticia said. "I shouldn't be telling you 
this, but she's being married off to you for the money." 

"Well, if it's money she desires, she can have any amount she likes-" 
Gomez was cutt off. 

"No, darling. It's not that simple. She wants to be your wife so she 
can have... **all **of your money." Morticia explained. 

"Now that, isn't so easily helped." Gomez said. 

"Je connais." Morticia spoke fluent French. So, if she were 
frustrated or for other various reasons, she would unknowilgly speak 
a sentence or two. And _I know_, came easily two her. 

"Morticia, say something else in French." Gomez suddendly felt his 
heart beat faster. 

"Alors que je hochA© la tA«te, somnolant presque, suddendly, il se 
fit un tapotement." Morticia had just resited a line from Edgar 
Allan-Poe's, _"The Raven." _ 

Gomez kissed her hand, then slowly began to kiss her up the arm. It 
was as though he had completely lost all control. As for Morticia, 
she could easily have stopped it, but she didn't want to. They 
kissed, and as they did, Gomez got an idea. "Tish, there is one way 
out of this." And he grabbed two guns from under the bench. 

Morticia then got a sick, deranged glint in her eyes. And Gomez loved 
it. "You speak of suicide?" 

"Yes, my darling. I do." Gomez said. And they would have shot the 
guns too, if not for Morticia finally snapping out of her trance, an 
Addams at heart . 

"Wait!" She yelled. 

"Is everything alright?" Gomez asked. 

"No, Gomez. We can't go through with this. I **do **want a slow, 
agonizing death and to share it with you. But I want a life with you 
too. I want a big, black wedding with all of the Frumps and the 
Addamses there. And I want everybody to know that we will spend all 
of eternity together. From six feet above to six feet under. But I 



don't want to die now, mon cher. Not like this." Morticia confessed. 
She dropped her gun. 


Gomez's only wish was for her unedning happiness. And he dropped his 
gun as well. "Tish, you're right." 

"I know." Morticia breathed a sigh of releif. "Now, let's go explain 
this to our families." She was just about to walk. 

"Morticia, wait!" 

"Yes?" Morticia asked. 

Gomez grabbed her hips. "Say something else in French." 

Ophelia had been looking for Gomez all through the funeral. She found 
a man with two heads, a man who was four feet tall and looked like a 
red-brown mop. And a man who she soon learned... was dead. She 
searched all through the house and **did **find a room that looked 
like Vlad the Impaler's torture chamber but no Gomez. And she then 
walked to the graveyard. She was fuming at what she saw. Morticia, 
with man who she was sure was Gomez. She was speakong French and he 
was kissing her up her arm. It was not until Morticia had uttered the 
words, "Oh, Gomez." that Ophelia's suspisions were confirmed. She 
quickly walked away and found her mother by the house. Esmeralda was 
conversing with Gomez's parents. 

"Mother... I have to speak with you." Ophelia said. 

"Ophelia, dear... I'm busy. I promise. I'll be right with you." 
Esmeralda replied. 

"I found Gomez!" Ophelia was becoming urgent. 

"Pardon me." Esmeralda turned to her daughter and took her off to the 
side. "Ophelia! You're acting ridiculous! **What **is so 
important ? " 

"Gomez was... occupied." Ophelia told her. 

"Huh?" 

"I came, and he and Morticia were... she got to him first." Ophelia 
tried to explain. 

"And. . . " 

"And..." Ophelia had to have Gomez, or rather his money. And so, it 
was either lie, or... lie. "And Morticia pretended she was me. Gomez 
thinks she's me now. And I just don't know what to do. I can't 
believe she would do this to me! He was mine! It's all a lie too! 

Now, what will I do? I was planning to really build a relationship 
with him. And now, it's all over!" 

"And you will." Esmeralda did not think Morticia had a mean bone in 
her body. And she guessed she was wrong. She sent Morticia to set up 
her things in the Addams house and she pondered what to do. Morticia 
and Gomez quickly found her. 

"MA;ma-" Morticia was cut off. 



"Don't say **another word**, young lady! Do you realize what you've 
done?" Esmeralda shouted. 


Morticia was thoroughly confused. "MA;ma, what on earth are 
you-" 

"Enough! What did I say to you? We just made plans! Gomez and Ophelia 

are getting married tommorrow! And that's the end of it!" her mother 

yelled . 

** "Tommorrow? " **Gomez and Morticia asked in unison. 

"Yes. I can't believe you would do this to your family! How could 
you?" Esmeralda was furious. 

"MA;ma, please-" Morticia hadn't the slightest idea what she 
meant . 

"Gomez, what ever this girl told you is a lie! Pick out something 
nice for tommorrow! Your fiance's upstairs." Esmeralda then dragged 
her daughter into the house and into a dark guestroom. She let go of 
her after she shut the door behind them. "Really, Morticia? I thought 

you were much more mature than this! I have never been more 

dissapointed in you!" 

Morticia was in tears. "MA;ma! Wait-" 

And Esmeralda shut and locked the door after she exited to console 
the wrong daughter. 


5. Eloral Decor 

Gomez sat in his bedroom that night... confused, depressed. His 
mother came in. "Son, is everything alright?" 

"No. I... Ophelia's mother says we're getting married..." Gomez 
gulped. "Tommorrow." 

"Yes. It is. But, she is a lovely girl... her sense of style is a 
bit... odd. But she's very pretty." Alvina had somewhat of a mix 
between an English, Irish, Southern and Spanish accent . Although she 
was only Spanish. 

"Are you sure this wasn't a mistake? Her sister, I met her. She seems 
to be more... my type." Gomez wanted to do this both he and Morticia 
together. But he knew she would want him to say something before it 
was too late. 

"That's nice, son." Alvina was very closed minded. Unlike Gomez and 
her husband. "But we go through with things in this family. And 
Ophelia has already found a lovely dress. I know it's midnight, but 
her mother took her shopping a couple hours ago to make up for the 
way her sister behaved." 

"But, she didn't do anything!" Gomez exclaimed. 

"Ah, I see your still confused. Gomez, **Ophelia** is the woman you 
are going to marry. She had blonde hair and blue eyes. She is 



Morticia's sister. **Morticia **is the woman who lied to you and made 
you forget about your precious fiance." Alvina tried to 
explain . 

"Mother, I don't think this is right-" Gomez tried to say. 

"It is for the best, son. She is a lovely girl. The daughter we never 
had." Alvina said. 

"Now, I **know **you're exagerating." Gomez was tired, tommorrow he 
would make sure everything was alrigjt. 

"Maybe. But it's alright. Get some sleep, son." Alvina then blew out 
Gomez's bedroom candles. And closed his door. 

Ophelia lied in her guestroom, Morticia's wall being on the other 
side. And smiled, smiled knowing she would finally be rich. And she 
laughed. Laughed softly, loudly so her sister could hear. Her poor 
sister, who knew nothing of how badly Ophelia had betrayed her. And 
most likely, never would. 

Morticia, on the other side of the wall... cried. Silently but 
slowly, loudly. Cried because she knew what was to come. _Why? _She 
thought to herself. _I ' ve always been able to control myself before 
but around him... Oh, God. What did I do? Why **Addams**? Of all 
names! _She cried harder and hit her head against her wall. She then 
fell slat on her back and decided that the last thing she would do 
was live an unhappy, depressing life. Her happy was another's morbid, 
but she didn't mind. It was **her **happy. And that's what she would 
be. So she slept, **ready **for what was to come. 

Morning came, and Ophelia dressed in a giant, poofy white dress. It 
had a sweet-heart neckline and lace lining. It was sleeveless, had a 
floral design choker and had matching heels and yellow daisy stud 
earrings with a huge, golden tiara veil. She stared at herself in the 
mirror with her mother next to her. "Now, " Emseralda asked. "Before 
we call the wedding party, are you **sure **that you want to have it 
in the meadow? Literally **one thousand acres **away?" 

"Of course. It's the perfect place. It has all of those daisies! And 
flowers! And money." Ophelia added the last part quietly. 

"What?" Esmeralda asked, concerned. 

"Nothing." Ophelia said quietly. 

Meanwhile, Gomez dressed in all black. He had not yet **met **the 
bride. Seen her, maybe. But never met. The only two words he was 
expected to exchange with Ophelia were _"I do." _He quickly walked 
out of his room after adjusting the huge yellow sunflower in his 
jacket. His mother said Ophelia insisted he wear it. He was shuffled 
around all day, he could not get a word in with either of his parents 
and when it was time to leave, he felt as though he were going to 
puke. He ended up having to approve everything he hated. The decor, 
floral. The isle, floral. The cake, angel cake and floral, everything 
at the wedding was floral. And for some odd reason, absolutely no 
roses. Not a single one. After today, he never wanted to see flower 
petals again. 

So, they boarded two white limozenes, one for the groom, his father 



and the groomsman. Cousin Itt would arrive just a tad late, he was a 
certified minister so they had to wait for him. He was to marry the 
couple. One for Ophelia's mother, his mother, the bridesmaids and 
Ophelia herself. It was dreadful. It was as if he were caught up in a 
sickening dream of rainbows, floral patterns and gummy bear land. He 
was just waiting for the fluffy, pink panda named Mr. Stuffikins to 
come and hug him. 

Meanwhile, Morticia got out of bed, and ran to the door, hoping her 
mother had unlocked it. Cousin Itt was outside of the door. He had 
had a private word with Esmeralda and held the key. Morticia thrust 
her hips and banged against the door. "Hello?" 

Cousin Itt babbled something in gibberish no one would understand. No 
one, that is, except a true Addams . 

"Who is it? I nedd help!" Morticia yelled from behind the 
door . 

Cousin Itt walked up to the door and babbled to introduce 
himself . 

"Itt? What a fascinating name. I'm Morticia. Look, Itt. Is everyone 
still here?" 

Cousin Itt again babbled. 

"They're not? Alright, Itt... is there a way you can get me out of 
here? I think my mother has the key." 

Cousin Itt babbled even faster. 

"**You **have the key? That's wonderful! Could you get me 
out?" 


Cousin Itt babbled, as if to explain something thourougly. 

"Oh. But Itt, that was a mistake. You have to believe me. I never 
pretended to be my sister! Why would I even **want **to be my sister? 
Gomez and I have been trying to explain this to everyone but nobody's 
listening. So, if you have that key... do **not **test me, Itt. And 
get . Me . Out ! " 

Cousin Itt decided he believed her. And he did not like it when 
people were angry with him, and she seemed angry. So, he took the key 
and just as he opened the door, Morticia banged against it and fell 
out, the door hit Cousin Itt and Morticia fell to the floor. 

"Thank you, Itt." Morticia said. 

Cousin Itt babbled, angrily. 

"I'm sorry. I didn't know that you were opening the door. Now, did 
they take the car?" As a response. Cousin Itt handed Morticia the car 
keys. Morticia quickly ran down the stairs and put the door. She had 
learned to drive two years ago. But only for emergencies. She had not 
driven since and remembered little of it. She got into the car and 
locked the door. Cousin Itt banged on it, so she opened the door. 
"Yes, Itt?" 



Cousin Itt babbled something. He then climbed into the passengers 
seat and shut the door. 


Morticia began to drive, and she thought she was doing remarkably 
well but she was driving in reverse. So, she quickly shifted and 
began to drive correctly, but swerving and roughly staying on the 
road. She was running red lights and got pulled over by an officer. 
Cousin Itt began to talk with him, and he walked away. Morticia then 
drove a bit easier. She then struck up conversation with Cousin Itt. 
He babbled. 

"So, you're Gomez's cousin?" 

Ophelia was walking down the isle and Gomez looked sick and 
miserable. She got to him and they waited for Cousin Itt, who was 
very late. Gomez was greatful for this. Finally, the car pulled up 
and outstepped Cousin Itt, who ran up to the couple, 
embarassed . 

"Wait!" Morticia stepped out of the car and ran up to Gomez. "Stop 
the wedding!" 


6. Dress Shopping and Bachelor Parties 

Everyone was in shock. Cousin Itt seemed angry because he caught on 
to Ophelia's plan on the ride. Ophelia did, however try to maintain 
her composure. "Oh look. My wedding, ruined!" She cried. "By my 
sister..." Ophelia eyed Cosuin Itt. "and an angry midget." 

Cousin Itt was furious and babbled, looking as though he were going 
to explode. 

"Ophelia, dont insult him!" Gomez stood up for his cousin. 

"Shut up!" Ophelia yelled. 

"Ophelia, " Morticia began. "I think that it's time Gomez and I 
explain a few things." 

"Morticia! How dare you ruin your sister's wedding!" Esmeralda 
yelled . 

"MA;ma, I didn't pretend I was Ophelia. I never would. I love her but 
we're very different. I don't want to be her, I never did. Gomez and 
I fell in love. He proposed to me and I explained he was promised to 
Ophelia, not me. We planned to tell you and get married. I was going 
to invite you to live with us!" Morticia was now out of 
breath . 

"Morticia, " Esmeralda felt absolutely awful. She cried. She was 
extremely angry with herself for going along with Ophelia. She would 
never trust her again. "I'm so sorry, darling!" Esmeralda ran to 
Morticia and breifly embraced her. She turned to Ophelia. "Ophelia, 
why would you lie to me? To everyone!" 

Ophelia was furious. "I'm sorry! I knew that this was an offer I 
could not refuse. I wanted to be rich! But then they had to go and 
fall in love. I never had this much money! And I never wanted to have 
to work or-" 



"Don't play the victom. You never had a job and never offered to take 
one!" Esmeralda yelled. She grabbed her daughter's arm and dragged 
her away. Ophelia felt sick to her stomach. 

Everyone at the wedding was extremely confused. Esmeralda had enough. 
She dragged Ophelia back and looked at Gomez. "Gomez, do you love my 
daughter? " 

"Which daughter?" He asked. 

Esmeralda sighed, still angry. "Morticia." 

"Then yes, of course." Gomez said. 

"Alright, you two kids are getting hitched and that's that! The 
wedding is rescheduled for tommorrow! Sorry, Itt . And get the 
horrible decorations out of here!" Esmeralda dragged a struggling 
Ophelia to the car and they drove away. 

"Cara mia..." Gomez walked over to Morticia and held her hands. "You 
did it . " 

"Mon cher... we did it. And by we, I also mean your cousin, Itt. I 
couldn't have gotten out of that room without him." Morticia was a 
lady of darkness **and **class. She gave credit were it was due. And 
Cousin Itt babbled something that sounded happy. 

"Darling... do you know anyone who can take me dress shopping?" 
Morticia asked. 

"Morticia, " Gomez began. "Promise me, nothing white." 

"Of course, Gomez. What am I? Ophelia?" Morticia asked, in mock 
shock . 

At this, Alvina all but ran up to Morticia. "I'll do it!" she 
yelled . 

"Thank you, Alvina." Morticia said. It was a bit awkward. 

"Unless you would prefer your mother." Alvina was a bit 
embarassed . 

"Actually, Alvina... I was hoping that **both **of you would come." 
Morticia said. 

"Really? Yes!" Alvina took up the offer in a heartbeat. "We should 
get into the limos." 

"Yes... we should." Gomez led Morticia to one of the limos, the 
wedding party spilt between the two. Gomez and Morticia sat right 
next to eachother... kissing and talking, but mostly kissing the 
whole way home. 

Meanwhile, Ophelia and her mother were in Esmeralda's grey guestroom. 
"How could you do this to your sister?" Esmeralda bellowed. 


"Mother, I'm sorry!" Ophelia cried. 



"Hmm, is that a lie too? Your father would be so dissapointed ! " 
Esmeralda yelled. 

"Stop it! I love Morticia!" And a part of Ophelia did, but she loved 
herself more. 

"You sure didn't show it, Ophelia! You almost ruined her 
life ! " 

"I'll make up for it! I'll pay for the dress. I'll-" 

"For God's sake! There's more to life than money, Ophelia!" Esmeralda 
cried. "How could you be so selfish?" 

"Whatever." Ophelia turned to her side on her bed. 

"What?" Esmeralda had just burst. 

"I don't care, lock me in, send me home, just leave me the hell 
alone!" Ophelia yelled. 

"Fine... I will." Esmeralda then walked out, locking the door. 
"Someone will bring your dinner up to you. But it sure as hell won't 
be me, and it sure as hell won't be Gomez." And she walked 
away . 

Alvina, Morticia and Esmeralda looked at every bridal shop in town 
but not one dress that was black. They finally came to a shop that's 
sign read, _"From Birthday Parties, to Weddings, to Life's Big 
Moments... We've Got You Covered." _The party walked in and right 
away, looked through the wedding isle. Not a single black 
dress . 

"Wait, " Alvina then got a brilliant idea. "We haven't been looking 
in the right section." 

"What do you mean?" Esmeralda asked. 

"I mean, funerals! There's bound to be something there!" Alvina 
said . 

"Oh." Esmeralda sighed. "And I could personally alter it." So, the 
women walked up to the counter and found a tall, skinny man in a 
green shirt that read Hi, my name is LEO. "Pardon me?" Esmeralda got 
the man's attention. 

"Hello, ladies!" The man was very nice. "Now, what are we looking for 
today? " 

"Do you have a section in funerals?" Morticia asked. 

"Yes, we do..." Leo was slightly confused but maintained his 
composure. "Oh, I'm so sorry." He led them to the section in the back 
that had many variations of black dresses. The ladies quickly began 
to look around and Morticia had at least fifty dresses in the cart 
she was to try on. 

She stepped into a changing room and three other women were in the 
ones next to her. Alvina and Esmeralda sat on a pink, armless couch 
next to five other women to judge the dresses. 



Morticia slipped into the first dress. It was strapless and extended 
down past her ankles with a long train. She walked over to the mirror 
near the couch and turned around. A woman was next to her, trying on 
a yellow dress. "Miss? Why are you wearing that?" The woman 
asked . 

"Oh, I'm trying on wedding dresses." Morticia explained. 

"For a wedding, one should wear white. For black can give the groom 
quite a fright." The woman rhymed. 

"That's the idea." Morticia said. "What's your name?" 

"I'm Alice. I'm seventeen. Miss, you look awfully young to be getting 
married . " 

"I'm eighteen years old. Everything happened rather quickly but I 
know this is true love." Morticia turned to her mother and soon-to-be 
mother-in-law, and they were in awe at how beautiful she looked. 
However, they were very picky. 

"To simple." Alvina said. 

"I want something with long sleeves." Esmeralda said. 

And this began the four hour long dress shopping period. Morticia 
tried on poofy dresses, tight dresses, short dresses, long dresses, 
revealing dresses, conservative dresses, etc. And finally, she found 
the one. She turned infront of Esmeralda and Alvina. And they all but 
dropped dead. She was absolutely stunning. The dress was tight, had 
long sleeves and was low-cut in a v-neck. It was almost silk and 
brought out her perfect figure and extended down past her ankles. It 
had a long train and was beautifully dark. It looked like Morticia in 
dress form. And she took it off and slipped into her regular 
clothing. She walked out by the mirror again. 

"Wow." Alice had seen the beautiful dress. "That dress... your 
getting married in it?" 

"Indeed. It's perferect . " Morticia smiled. 

"It's stunning. It's awfully dark but it was lovely on you." Alice 
said. "My boyfriend is always encouraging me to wear light colors. I 
love them but I've never tried anything else." 

"Well, I think that black would look beautiful on you, Alice. And 
don't let anyone tell you what to be. Think of a poem about that." 
Morticia then walked away with her mother and Alvina. Walked away to 
the checkout and away from the woman she would probably never see 
again. Or never remember. 

Gomez was in his basement with the groomsman -his father. Cousin Itt, 
Lurch, his Uncle Droop and five of his close friends- and his best 
man, his friend Riccardo. "Congratulations!" Riccardo took a sip of 
his whiskey. 


"Thanks, old man!" Gomez puffed his cigar. He had smoked since he was 
five years old, his mother had insisted. 



"So, Gomez... how does it feel knowing you'll be married tommorrow?" 
Keneth asked. 

"Wonderful!" Gomez exclaimed. 

"Really?" Gomez's friend, Rodriguez chimed in. "Most bachelors are a 
bit upset that they won't get to play the feild." 

"Once I saw Morticia, I never wanted to play the feild again." Gomez 
smiled just thinking about her. 

"Wow? She must be a pretty one." Rico, one of the groomsman 
commented . 

"Oh, she's breathtaking." Gomez sighed. 

Cousin Itt babbled. 

"One look at her would stop a man's heart, he would be so overcomd by 
her beauty." Gomez continued. "But she's much more than that. She's a 
wonderful woman. She's intelligent, proffesional yet fun, mysterious, 
dark, morbid, completely-" Gomez paused. "I just can not wait untiil 
the wedding night. Who knows? Maybe in a few years, we'll have mini 
Morticia 's running around?" 

"Gomez, you didn't by any chance . . . mention this to your mother. Did 
you? Because she doesn't... care, for romance. She loves you and 
treats Morticia as her own but God, son. Your growing up too fast." 
Keneth told him. 

"Well, I am not marrying mother. And she'll see nothing but my heart 
a-flame for the rest of my existence." Gomez said. 

"Damn, you're really committed to this woman!" Denialias, another 
friend, exclaimed. 

"I've never been more committed to anyone else in my life." Gomez 
responded . 

Morticia soon came down to the basement, unaware of the bachelor 
party going on. "Mon cher?" As she walked up to him, she noticed the 
unfamiliar faces eying her. "Oh, I'm sorry. This is your bachelor 
party? " 

"Yes, carita mia. Not to worry, they all wanted to meet you." Gomez 
kissed her hand. 

"I'd love to meet them." She turned to face Gomez's father and his 
friends . 

"Wow." Rico was spechless. "Trust me, I wouldn't want to play the 
feild either." Rico gulped. 

"My Lord." Rodriguez stated. "We heard you were breathtaking but..." 
Rodriguez walked up to her and kissed her hand. "SeAforita, we never 
expected someone as heart-stopping as you." 

"Oh, you're too kind." Morticia said. "Your friends are very 
flattering, Gomez." And already she was toying with his emotions. How 
he looked foward to spending the rest of eternity with her. 



"Are you sure your committed ti Gomez?" Denialias asked, hoping to 
take her for himself. 

"Quite." Morticia said as Gomez put his arm around her. 

Everyone soon went home and Gomez went to his bedroom while Morticia 
went to Ophelia's guestroom. Ophelia was lying sideways in 
bed . 


"Ophelia?" Morticia sat on 

"Morticia?" Ophelia sat up 

"Ophelia, I hope you still 
said . 


her sister's bed. 

and looked at her sister. 

aren't upset with me." Morticia 


"Me? Upset with you? Why?" 

"Because... I still need a matron of honor." Morticia said. "And I 
forgive you. I know it was not an act meant to turn against Gomez or 
myself. You were just trying to get the best out of arranged marraige 
and took it too far." Morticia, however, was not a fool. Sje knew her 
sister's actions were serioius and wrong. But she loved Ophelia and 
that overpowered her mother's urging to keep her out of the 
wedding . 

"Morticia, I will be your matron of honor but I can't love with you. 

I want my own life." Ophelia said. 

"When will I see you again after the wedding?" Morticia asked. 


"I don't know." Ophelia told her. 


"Are you going back to Denver?" Morticia asked. 


"Yes." was all Ophelia said. 


And Morticia lied in her bed that night. She smiled. Yes, she was 
loosing Ophelia. But she knew she had already lost her. She looked 
out her window. And she slept, and dreamt of a big, black wedding 
cake in a graveyard. And smiled in her sleep, knowing it would all be 
shared with her. And she was indeed a **true** Addams . 


7 . Strangers 

Morticia stood in front of her mirror. She grew an inch and now had 
on black two inch heels. She dawned her beautiful dress she was to 
get married in. And she wore her usual makeup. She was wearing a 
black veil that had a black rose clipped to it by it's thorns so it 
would stay in her hair, which she wore down. Her bouquet of flowers 
was of thorns from roses she had clipped the heads off of. She wore 
dangly black diamond earrings and her nails were painted a deep blood 
red. She walked downstairs infront of Alvina, her mother and Ophelia 
who was dressed in grey. It was the darkest color she had ever worn. 
The bridesmaids and matron of honor hugged Morticia and as they 
walked into the graveyard. Everyone was seated and Gomez stood with 
Cousin Itt infront of him. Gomez had a black rose in his jacket to 
match Morticia 's _"clip"_. 



The organ music began to play a dark, scary and rather depressing 
version of a mox of "Here Comes the Bride" and organ music you would 
hear in a horror flick. The bridesmaids and groomsman all met before 
Morticia. And the flower girl and ring bearer Gomez's nine year old 
cousins, Demetri and Delilah. Both dressed in black, Demetri carried 
Thing, which Morticia had not yet been introduced to, on a black 
pillow and Thing held the rings. Delilah sprinkled black and blood 
red rose petals on the ground. Morticia began to walk down the black 
isle and that night was one she would always remember in the most 
vivid detail. She walked to Gomez and the music stopped. 

Cousin Itt babbled through the routine speech and then it was time 
for their vows. Gomez was to start. He took her hands. "Morticia... 
ever since the night that I first had the pleasure to lay eyes on 
you, I knew that I could not live unless I made you mine and became 
yours. I never wanted to look at another woman, I knew that you were 
the only reason for my heart to beat. Morticia A. Frump, I vow to 
always and forever be devoted to you and you alone. To make you the 
happiest woman in all of history and to console you and hurt when you 
hurt, but to also celebrate all of the misery, agony and unending 
happiness of the years. To love you and remain yours and by your 
side, unto and even after death. I vow that the passionate, eternal 
fire of our love will never burn out no matter how much water is 
poured on it . I vow that I will forever remain your devoted slave and 
I will trust you for eternity. You are and will forever be my 
everything. I love you, Tish. And that love will consume my heart for 
the rest and beyond the existence of everything." And he 
cried . 

"Gomez." Morticia began to shed tears as well but continued. "On the 
night of Balthazar's funeral... I could not stop staring at you. Even 
all through the eulogy. And when you approached me in that 
graveyard. . . something instantly changed. I was always a woman who 
never let her emotions get the best of her. But with you, I could not 
contain myself. My desire to wake up to you every morning overpowered 
everything else. I knew in that instant, I wanted to be yours for 
eternity, as I wanted you to be mine. Gomez Addams, I vow that I will 
love you unto and after death. That the eternal, roaring fires of 
that love will never burn out. I vow to never hold anything back. To 
always be truthful with you and to in turn, expect you to be truthful 
with me. I vow that I will fall more in love wih you every day of my 
existence and that you are my everything. Without you, I am lost, 
broken. But with you, I am finally found, one. You are the only man 
beside my deceased father who has ever accepted me. And you went 
beyond that, you found the beauty in our many similarities and not 
only respected but celebrated our differences. And for that... that 
alone makes me by far the happiest woman in all of history. Oh, and 
one more thing, mon cher... I vow to never use any advantage I have 
over you for good or evil. You are your own person. And all I crave, 
the only thing I need in this universe is you, my love." 

Cousin Itt babbled, and Thing handed them the rings. For Gomez, a 
gold ring and for his enchanting cara mia, a ring that he really 
shopped for. He wanted something that screamed, "_Mort Ida ! "_ A 
beautiful silver ring with black diamonds. Cousin Itt babbled a bit 
more, and it was time to kiss the bride. Cousin Itt handed Mortcia a 
pear of sheers and with this, she clipped the head off of Gomez's 
flower. He looked into her eyes and she dropped the sheers. "Cara 
mia..." He grabbed her waist. 



"Mon cher..." Morticia leaned in, and they shared their most 
passionate kiss yet. 

The wedding reception was magnificent. Morticia and Gomez danced for 
every song except the one with Gomez and his mother. They waltzed, 
tangoed and virtually everything that was to be done, they did. 
Morticia 's mother even read her daughter's palm. And to Morticia 's 
delight, her future was agonizing, macbre and filled with woe. 

And midnight came. Gomez led Morticia to her new room and it was 
black and beautiful. Even black silk bedsheets. It was a dream 
nightmare. Mortcia had taken her earrings out. 

"So... was it evrything you wanted, cara mia?" Gomez asked. 

"Qui, mon amor. It was." She smiled and Gomez knew it meant he was 
married. And that he would wake up by her side in the morning... and 
he would never leave it. They began to kiss. Slowly, they moved 
towards their bed and it progressed. Leading into morning, and 
Morticia was asleep with Gomez's arm around her. Gomez had just 
awoken and planned to discuss their huneymoon over dinner. 

Lunch was over, Ophelia was long gone but Esmeralda stayed and lived 
with them. Ophelia wanted to leave. And Morticia was feeding an 
african strangler she had recieved as a wedding present from Keneth 
and Alvina. All of the sudden, the doorbell rang and Kitty bolted to 
it, ready to attack what she assumed was an animal behind it. She 
soon realized that it was the mailman and he had a package for 
Morticia. Morticia walked over to him and signed the papers. She 
brought the package to the living room and placed it on the couch. 
Gomez put his arm around her and she opened it to find a skull with 
roses for eyes. It was extraordinary. A note was attached and it 
read, 

_Dear Morticia, _ 

_A wedding present, _ 

_Erom me to you, _ 

_With roses for eyes,_ 

_That might have been blue,_ 

_To cover the sockets, _ 

_And make them look neat, _ 

_And I hope that you're living, _ 

_On a nice little street, _ 

_What you mentioned to me,_ 

_Of writing a poem,_ 

_About being true to yourself, _ 

_I brought this idea home,_ 



_You are right about being who you are who you'll be,_ 

_And not changing for anyone, _ 

_You're message to me, _ 

_And I want to spread that message, _ 

_To anyone who will hear, _ 

_To be yourself and shine like the moon,_ 

_And begin living with no fear._ 

And, in the darkened room, Morticia did not wonder how the girl had 
found out where she lived or how to get this to her. All she knew was 
that she was glad she made an everlasting impression on someone she 
would never see again. She, no matter how dark and mysterious, was 
indeed a lovely thorn. Indeed one that the strangers want to cross 
paths with. Because a stranger is not someone who you have not met, 
but someone you do not know. Morticia was a stranger. But not to 
Gomez and not to Alice. Not to her mother, not to the Addamses. But 
perhaps, they were strangers too. Perhaps we are all strangers. But 
every stranger, no matter how young or old or dark, has at least one 
who sees them for who they are, not a stranger but a place in their 
heart. And that, is when the truest form of love is born. 


End 
f lie . 



